


Th Tf dgedy 

He is frankt vp co fattiog for his paines, 

God pardon them that are the caufe of iCt 
Rttt, A vertueus and Chriftian like cone lutlrffi, 

To pr jy for them that hauc done (cath to vs. 

<j/tf. So doe I cucr being vvelladtjifcd, 

Forbad I curft, nov; I bad curff my fclrc, 

Maddam his Mjielly doth call foryou : 
e/^nd for your noble grace and you my Lord., 

Qa. Cat shy wc come. Lords will you goe with ts. 

Maddara wc will attend yotir grace. E^mt M*. Gh, 
GU. I doethcc wrong, and firft began to btaul. 

The ftcret roifchiefe that I Cct abroach, 

I lay vnto the gteevious charge of others r 
^/ 4 rffX£'e,whGinc I indeede haue laid in darkencuc . 

1 doc beweepe to many fimple gulls.* 

Namely to Haftings,Datby Buckingham. 
y^nd fay it is the Quecne, and her allies. 

That (iirtcthe K. againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they belccue nic.and withall wet me 
To bee rcuenged one Riuers, FdUgh^.Gray. 

But then figh, and with a pccce offcriptuie. 

Tell them that God bids vs to doe good foreuill; 

.^nd thus I cloath ray naked villany 
With old od ends, ftolen out of holy wnt, 

.^nd feeme a S. when moft I play the dtucll. 

But loft hecre comes my executioners, Enttr exteumen- 
How now, my hardly 

^ re yea not going to difpatch this deed r 

Exe, W^e are ray Lord and come tobauethe war , 

That wc may beadmitted where he is. ^ 

Clo. It was well thought rpon, I haue it heere about rat, 

When you hauedoncrcpaitctoaolbyplaccr 
But firs, be fuddainc in the execution: 

Withall, obdurate .• doc not heere him plcadc. 

For CUrenJ is wellfpokcn,and ^thaps 
M«y n’oeu. you, h«rts,o S 

tl. Tull,.Wuo,.myro.d««.llnotft»t,op.a. 

Talkers arc no good doers be aflureo: 

Wc coma to v fcour hands and not our tongues. 




c/Kkhktdtheli/rd. 

Gl(>yo\it eyes drop milftones,when fooJcseiei drop ftacea^, 
I like you Lads, about your bulineffe. Exmt 

■ Enttr C^ttrtnetBro\enbtiry, 

Bro. Why lookes your Grace lb heaualy to day ? 

Cla. O I hauc paft a miferable night. 

So full of vgly fights, of gaftly dreames : 

That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 

I would not §)cnd anothr i fuch a ni ght. 

Though t’wete toby a world of happy dtyes, 
Sofullofdifmall terrout was the time. • ^ 

Bre. What was your dteamc ? I long to hcare you tell it. 

CU Me thought I was imbirkt for burgundy. 

And in my company my brother Gltcefitr, 

Who from my cabben teeapted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches there ho lookes toward EngUnd, 

And cited up a tboufand fearcfull times,' 

During the Warres of Ttrkg and Lanca^tTf 
That had befallen vs : as wc paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of^the Hatches, 

Me thought that (jUcefier finmbled and in ftumblirig^ 
Strooke me ('that thought to ftay hiiD)ouer booid 
Into the tumbling billowes of the raaine .* 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowae. 

What dredfull noyfc ofwatet in mine cares, 

V/hat a fight of death within mine eyes : 

Me thought I law a thoufand fearcfull wrackes. 

Ten thouland men that filhes gna wed vpon. 

Wedges of gold, greate Anchors, heapes of peaile, 
Ineftimable ftones, vnvalued icwels. 

Some lay in dead mens fculs, and in thole holes 
Where eyes didonce inhabit, there were' crept 
As ifit twere in fcornc of cycs,rcfle6Hng gems. 

Which wade the (limie boitomc of the deepe, 

..^nd mokt the dead bones that lay fcatered by. 

5ro^,Had you fuch Icafure in the time of death. 

To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe ? 

C/4.Mc thought I had : for ftill the enuious flood 
Kept in my lbulc,and would not let it foonh. 

To kcepc the empty ,yart, and w»ndring ayre, ^ 

But 
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